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level out the trenches and use the space gained for building houses. The
majority thought better of it. The fort was let stand as a memorial to the
first days of gold mining in California and thus would remain a landmark for later generations
One of the largest American goldmines is in Nevada. The miners
work there in deep shafts. They are relieved every two hours and come
up to daylight by means of an elevator. Where are they hurrying to? To
the dance hall where girls could easily be found waiting for them. They
dance day and night and waste their rich earnings. But when one day
the veins of gold are exhausted, the entire splendor will end. The place
will become deserted because the ground isn't suitable for farming. The
gold miners will leave their frivolous life with their few belongings and
continue at another place. But California is not only a gold-land but also
a land of many other treasures. Silver, lead, copper, mercury, iron, coal
etc. are mined in large amounts. Nature seems to have truly poured out
a whole horn of plenty over this remote coastal land.
My Home Voyage

After having spent two dozen years in California, I decided to return to my home country Switzerland. I arrived in New York by the
shortest way. Several times I had read in newspapers about the "Hotel
St. Gotthard," and I thought that this must be a Swiss hotel. So I went to
that place. When I entered the dining room the landlady welcomed me
with friendly words. I answered: "The way you talk you must be from
the Toggenburg." "Yes, I am," she replied, "I am born Alpiger from Alt
St. Johann, and my husband is a citizen from the Thurgau and his name
is Staheli." We chatted most pleasantly throughout the evening, and the
next morning I boarded the ship. There I met a man who sold mattresses
and covers to passengers. I bought one and also a cover.
I didn't have the same experience as Till EulenspiegeF 9 who had
heard, that one sleeps well on feathers. The next night he lied down on
three feathers. But the following morning his back hurt, and he thought
how those people might be who had slept on many feathers! The ship
moved on and we were again swimming in salt water. After we passed
England and had reached Cherbourg, a boat came from the French fort
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and took on those passengers who wanted to travel via Paris to Strasburg and Basel. But I had decided to sail to Hamburg. After three days
we went through the canal into the North Sea and via the river Elbe to
Hamburg. Because it was eleven at night, we hoped to be able to stay
on board overnight because the inns in the town were all closed. But no,
we had to get off.
I joined a German who told me that he knew of an inn that was
possibly still open. We entered a large saloon that was occupied by
many journeymen. But this was not just an inferior guesthouse but a
fine restaurant that could satisfy every gourmet. I had to share my room
with a German and an Austrian. The porter checked the shirt of the latter for bugs and as he found some "slow mover" in it, he got his shirt
back only the next morning. I took the shortest way back home and went
from Hamburg via Hannover, Kassel, Frankfurt am Main, Heidelberg
and Stuttgart to Friedrichshafen on Lake Constance. How my heart beat
when I saw on the other shore the Swiss villages and the mountains of
Appenzell! Our ship crossed right away to the other side. In Rorschach
I had time to change my German money at customs. In St.Gallen I hurriedly sent a telegram to my wife and informed her about my happy arrival and that I would await her the next morning by the earliest train.
I went to the Landhaus that I knew from earlier times as a Toggenburger guesthouse and found a room for the night. The next morning I
was waiting at the station for the arrival of the train coming from Wil.
The passengers went left and right, and soon I thought that there wasn't
any woman left for me. I went up and down and gave up hope already,
thinking that my wife might have missed the train and might arrive with
the next one. On the track I then saw a shy, rather portly lady, like me
looking up and down and not knowing what to do. I looked at her casually and ran on to search for my slim wife. Returning, the woman was
still standing there. Now she came towards me and asked: "Might you
be Andreas?" I was quite confused and replied: "Yes it's me, but you are
not my Susettli, are you?" "Of course that's me, what do you think?"
When had I left her 28 years ago, she was a small and slim woman. In
the afternoon we traveled together to Wattwil. On the way I asked my
wife at every station where we were; because when I had left, there was
no Toggenburg railroad.
And now, soon 17 years have passed again since I am breathing
the air of the Toggenburg and live peacefully together with my Susette.
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Many bitter hours were yet waiting for me however, especially the amputation of my left arm. I learned doubly to appreciate the care of a dear
soul. But also many beautiful hours were awarded me in remembering
my stay across the Atlantic Ocean. Among the most beautiful I count the
meetings of the veterans of the American War of Secession then living
in Switzerland; they were held on 29 January 1899 and 7 July 1901 in
Lucerne and were suggested and led by Colonel Emil Frey.
It has become quiet in my little living room. Neither the surge of
the ocean nor the dull roaring of the Niagara Falls, neither the rattling
of war volleys nor the bleating of sheep reach my ears. But if before my
last journey I want to write about and to tell my beloved countrymen
what my memory has preserved about my adventures in the new part of
the world, one may forgive me since it has been a matter of the heart.
Should I have given some enjoyment to this or that one, I would be satisfied and it would make me happy.
"With fast a step the years go on,
And old age comes with frosty breath,
And who forgets what is bygone
Oh, him the future will too forget."
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